Inaugural Parade
the field of foreign affairs, he "would dedicate this nation to the
policy of the good neighbor."
There is a warning, itself rather vague, of a possible dictator-
ship.
The first part of the parade is dignified.
Preceded by well-drilled motorcycles and a squadron of
khaki cavalry leaning forward as they briskly canter with their
sabers against their shoulders, the silk hats and the admiral's
gold-braided bicorne roll along in open cars on their way from
the Capitol to the White House. Roosevelt smiles his smug
public smile, taking off his high hat and calling back to greetings
from the crowd. "He looks like Wilson, doesn't he?" says a
woman. "The glasses and pointed nose look like Wilson."
Another woman, as she shows her neighbor a newspaper picture
of the President graciously receiving Hoover in his car, says:
"He looks so aristocratic, I think!" Mrs. Roosevelt sits beside
him, small, dark and unpretentious, smiling, her little round
black hat tilted fashionably over one ear.
A space of waiting 5 the weather is getting colder. The parade
proper begins. The branches of the service pass first. Chief of
Staff, General Douglas MacArthur, who drove the veterans out
of Washington last summer, the flare of flags of the First
Division 5 the Knickerbocker Cadets, tall and rigid, in grayj
marines in clean white caps and gaiters, with a red and yellow
rattlesnake flag5 bluejackets5 Negroes in khaki, always with a
white officer at their head; khaki trucks, khaki anti-aircraft gunsj
a new kind of short black machine-gun as perfect and shiny
as the little screw-out pencils that people used to wear on watch-
chains; stretchers; a drum-major in a white shako; the blue
Richmond Blues, the gray Richmond Grays, and the red and
gray Richmond Howitzers, all with white plumes and pre-Civil-
War uniforms. It is fun to hear "The West Point Cadets'
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